With a handshake, I hope you will be able to write one

of these days.

Yours,

VINCENT

(from The Letters of Vincent van Gogh)

PAUL GAUGIN TO CHARLES MORICE
April*, 1903. You were mistaken that time when you
said that I was wrong to call myself a savage. For it is
true. I am a savage. And civilized people feel it to be so.
All that is surprising and bewildering in my work is that
" savagery that comes up in spite of myself." That is
what makes my work inimitable. The work of a man is
the explanation of a man. And there are two sorts of
beauty; one is the result of instinct, the other of study.
A combination of the two> with the resulting modifica-
tions, brings with it a very complex richness, which the
art critic ought to try to discover. Now you are an art
critic. Let me not guide you, but rather advise you to
open your own eyes to what I want to explain, though
rather mysteriously, in a few lines. The great science of
Raphael does not bewilder me, nor does it in the least
prevent me from feeling, seeing and understanding his
foundation, which is the instinct for beauty.
Raphael was born beautiful. All else in him is simply a
modification of that. We have just passed through a long
period of error in art, caused by the knowledge of physical
and mechanical chemistry and by the study of nature.
Artists having lost their savagery, and no longer able to
rely upon instinct, one might better say imagination,
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